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she reached it. Then she alighted, and went into the hall. Her
mother greeted her: " Have ye eaten by the way ? " Says Thorberg:
" I have taken neither bit nor sup, nor will I till I sup with Woden's
wife [the goddess]; I will follow my father and brother." Then
she went to her father's door and cried: " Come father; for I wish
us both to go the same way! " And Egil opened the door to her,
saying: " Thou hast done well, daughter, to wish to die with thy
father. Is it likely I could live after such sorrow ? " But Thorberg
did this that she might by some stratagem get her father to break
his fast and live, and this she cunningly brought about, and th^ti
said: " Now our plan of starving is over, and perhaps it is better,
for I should like us to live a little longer, father, that thou
mightest make a dirge over fhy son. For there is no one else
that could do so fitly." And Egil said he would try to do as she
wished. And as he made the dirge he grew better, and when
it was finished he rose up and recited it to his wife and daughter
and kinsfolk, and then sat down in his seat and ate and drank
and held the funeral feast over his son in heathen fashion. And
he sent his daughter home again with costly gifts and much love.
And this is the dirge, and it is called

THE, SONS' WKECK,

It is hard for me to raise my tongue,
the steel-yard of sound, within my mouth;
Little hope have I of winning Wocttn's spoil [poesy]
nor is it lightly drawn from the hiding-places of my mind,

*****
The heaviness of my woe is the cause thereof.

*****

For my race hath come down to the stock
like the burnt trunk of the trees in the forest!
Noihearty man is he that must bear in his arms
the corse of his kinsman, from his house 1

First I will with my song-blade [tongue]
hew this matter out in the hall of memories [my breast] :
Yea, this verse-timber, leafed with speech,
shall pass out of the word-fane [my mouth].

Cruel was the breach the billow made
in my father's fence of kinsmen 1
1 can see it standing unfilled and unclosed,
the gap, left by my son, which the Sea caused me I

Ban [the ocean-giantess] hath handled me very roughly
T am utterly reft of my loving friends :
The Sea hath cut the bonds of my race
its hard-spun strands that lay about me.

.    How shall I take up my cause with the sword
against the Brewer of all the Gods [the Sea God] ?
How shall I make war upon the awful Maids of the Storm [billows]
or fight a wager of battle with the wife of Eager [the Sea God] /